THE MANDARINS AND THE RICH BROTHERS

despoilment of the three rich brothers. The vil-
lagers murmured in indignation among them-
selves. They did not dare speak openly.

There was, however, one little school-boy in the
town of Blue Valley who made up his mind to
enter a protest against this injustice, come what
might. With his head held high and a brave, un-
daunted heart, he walked up the hill to the garden
of the three brothers. Oh, how changed it was!
The fountain and statues in fragments; the trees
and flower-beds stripped;- everything broken,
stolen, or neglected. ' Wen "had come through a
broken wall, and as he was gating about on the
scene that was so changed and desolate, a Manchu
officer with his dangling sword came up. Little
Wen stood his ground.

"What dost thou here?"

"I come to visit the garden of the three broth-
ers. This is their garden. They are friends of
my family. I come to enjoy their garden."

"What sayest thou?" declared the officer,
hardly controlling himself from rage.

"I say that I have come here to enjoy the gar-
den of my friends, the three brothers. They were
always good to me, and this is their garden, and
they, too, should be allowed to enjoy it. Why
have you taken it from them? Why have you
loaded them with chains? Why have you be-
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